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There is a song of England that thrills the beating blood
With burning cries and yearning
Tides of hidden aspiration hardly known or understood;
Aspirations of the creature
Tow'rds the unity of Nature;
Sudden chivalries revealing whence the longing is
renewed
In the men that live for England, live and love and die
for England:
By the light of their desire
They shall blindly blunder higher,
To a wider, grander Kingdom and a deeper, nobler Good.
There is a song of England that only heaven can hear;
So gloriously victorious.
It soars above the choral stars that sing the Golden Year;
Till even the cloudy shadows
That wander o'er her meadows
In silent purple harmonies declare His glory there,
Along the hills of England, the billowy hills of England;
While heaven rolls and ranges
Through all the myriad changes
That mirror God in music to the mortal eye and ear.
There is a song of England that none shall ever sing;
So sweet it is and fleet it is
That none whose words are not as fleet as birds upon the wing,
And regal as her mountains)
And radiant as the fountains
Of rainbow-coloured sea-spray that every wave canJKng
Against the cliffs ofEngland> the sturdy cliffs of England^
Gould more than seem to dream ofit>
Or catch one flying gleam of it>
Above the seas of England that never cease to sing.